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F: LUTO.the Prince of Darlittls 


Hi: ENTER TAINMENT of 


| Coll Algernoon Sidney, 


Upon His Arrival at the INreRnNaLl PaLact. 
With 'the Congratulations of the Fanatick Cabal for his Arrival There. 


To the Tune of, wr #0 the Mirtle ſhade, &c. 


P LUTO. 
| for great ALGERNOON, 
You Faris that ſtand in his way 
Let an Officer to Me come, 
Who ſerv'd me every day, 


London Printed for a warning to all Traytors, 1684. 


SHAFTS BURT. 
Now Monarchy has prevail'd, 
Our Fanatick Plots to defeat, 
On whom is the C auſe entail'd 2 
Who'l ſtand itin {pight of Fate? | 


Promoting Sedition and Evil, We that maintain'd it ſo lon 
To alter the Church and the State, From Juſtice were forced to t; ; 
He deſerves an Imployment in Hell, | If you then had come along, 
He has done great ſervice of late. . | You needed not there to die. 
 PLUTO. ESSEX. | 

He's otie of the Damn'd old Crew, | The Fafious are quite undone, 
| Who Voted the Death of the King, | For loſs of the Fanatick Peers : 
At Oxford again he did ſue Now Shaftsbury and Tate gone, 
To be at the ſelf-ſame thing. . |; Poor Oates ! has heloft his ears? 
'All Miſchiefs on Earth de devisd; | For Monm. our Shams and Intri 

_ All hazards he alſo did run, To th'world has plainly declar d, 
To retider my Name ſolemniz'd And Howard our folemn Leagues, 
With the Rabble of London Town. | In the Plot a long tire prepar d, 

| PLUTO. RUSSEL L. 

To MONARCUIE he was a Foe, | I'm glad you are ſafearriv'd, 
RxeL1610N he always diſdain'd, Tho' I dobbt 'you met Fack by the 

. *Gainft Government and Laws too, | Now Mann. is reconcil'd, Ml be 
- Damn'd Anarchy he mancain'd , | What a plague is become : 
mm; give Thee Preferment here, Rebellion Poe ne'r diſallow 

be? Sine Engl. has baniſht thee thence, get againſt the Prince, 

| Brave Sine ho need'ſt not fear, load bes a Sham-dying.Vow 

Thou ſhalt have great recompence. | Dial plead great Innocence. 


